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If euer he hauc wife,!et her be made 
As miferableby the death of him, 

As /am made by my poore Lord and thee* 

Come now towards Ghertfey witbyour holy load 
Takenfrom Parties to be interred there.* 

And fhllas you are a.we.irie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coarfe. 

: Enter CjUftir* 

Glo. Stay you that beare the courfe, 4 nd let itdowne. 

La. What Macke magitian confures vpthis fiend 
TO ftop denoted charitable deeds i 

Glo. Vtllaine/etdownethecoarfejorby Saint Paul, 
lie make a coarfe of him that difobeyes. 

gey, My Lord (land backeand let the coffin pa(Te« 
Vnmanerdd-ag.ftand thou when I command, 

Aclu nice thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Of by Saint Paul.e He firike thee to-my foote, 

And fpiirne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. vVhat do y ou tremble, are you all afraideS 
Alas> I blame you jioffer you are mortal!. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuel. 

Auant thou dreadful! minifter ol hell, 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mot tall bodie, 

His foulethou canft not haue.therefore be gonet 
Gto. Sweet d'anitfor charitie,be not fo curft. 

La. FouledtuHifoi Gods fakefience and trouble vs nof £ 
For thouhaft made the Ivappie earth thy hell: 

Til d it with ci!rfingcries,3nd deepe exclaimes, 

/f thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterne of rhy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, leedeadlHenries wounds. 

Open their cotigeald mouths aruf bleed afreftj. 

Bin fh.blufh, thou. lump; offoule dcformitie. 

For ds thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and imptie yeynes where no blood dwels. 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 
prouokes this dcludge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood dvinkft, reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftnke the murtherer'dead. 
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of Richard the third. 

Or earth gape open wide,and eate him quiche. 

As thou doeft fwallowe vp this good kings blood, 

"Which his Hel-gouerndarme hath butchered, 

£#,Ladic, you know no rules of charitie. 

Which renders good for bad, Meltings for carles. 

La. Villamc, thou knowftno law of God nor man 
Nobcaftfo fierce, but knowesfome touch of pittie, 

Gio. But /know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderful 1 when deuils tell the truth. 

GVo.More wonderful! when- Angels arc fo angry, 

Vouchfafe dfuine perfection ofa woman, 
ofthefe fuppofed euils to giue me leaue, 

By circumflancebut to acquire my felfe. 

La. V ouchfafedefufedinfe&ion ofa man, 

Forthefe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue. 

By circumft ancc to curie thy curfed felfe. 

Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let roc haue 
Some patient leifure to cxcufe my felfe. 

La Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canftmake 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy fe lfe. 

Glo. Byfuch difpare /fliould accufe myfelfe. 

La, and by difparing fhouldft thou ftand excufdc* 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideft vnworthy flaughter vpon others* 

Qlo. Say that /flew them not. 

La, Why then they are not dead: « 

But dead they are, and diuelifh flaueby thee. ^ 

Glo, I did not killyour husband, j ■. 

La, Why then he is aliue, 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. ^ 

La, In thy foule throat thou lyeft, Queene jMargrctfaw 
Lhy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

7 *hc which thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt. 

Glo, / was prouoked by her flanderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltlefle ftiouldcrs. 

/ hou w , a ft prouoked by thy bloodie minde. 

Which neuex dreamt on ought.-but butcheryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? <//*./ grant yee. 
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